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CHAPTER IIL-—(Coutinued.)

He lnughed as he accepted his eup
of ten.

“Perhaps Harry would not be too
hard on me if I overstaid mv leave,
forgetting the lapse of time in such
charming society ns an unlucky sailor
Is always sure to find in your house,
Maud."

Mrs. Griffith sowed a tiny seed,
dostined to bear later fruit, in
her reply, as she cgelected a
sandwich for her young kinsman with
her own fair hands.

“1 fancy Harry would not be too
hard on you if you disobeyed orders
altogether,”

The Harry in question, otherwise
Captain the Hon. Henry Montagu
Fitzwilliam, . B., in command of H.
M. 8, Sparrow, was a veteran officer of
dignified, not to say severe, mien; nn
inflexible disciplinarian, who made the
lives of midshipmen and subofficials o
burthen by reason of a vigilanze
deemed littie short of galling tyranny
and oppression,

Lieut. Curzon found tramsition of
mopod and surroundings alilce soothing
and agreeable. The idyl of youth and
beauty in rags was dispelled by the

resence of Mrs Grifith and Miss
dthel Symthe, who bestowed upon the
deeply apprecintive sailor all those
graceful and delicate attentions where-
with wily sirens on land win the
hearts of the followers ol the sea. He
was hot, a little tired and vexed, with
gll & young man’'s sense of amour
propre, that he had clumsily broken a
cup on entering the room. The eye

of that son of Mars, Captain
Blake, was still upon him,
with an undefinable mockery, as

of one who had scored a point in
the social game to the discomfiture of
arival branch of the service Mrs
Gifith had never been more sympa-
vhetic in cordiality of welcome.  Miss
Ethel Symthe, with her calin, fair face,
and erect figure, was pleasant to con-
template. The softly modulated en-
couragement of their words and smiles
pervaded his senses likea subtie per-
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Arthur Curzon, soothed by these
feminine flntteries, asked Thimself

fume, even as the silken folds of their

ellow tea-gowns, all creamy lace and

nots of ribbon, brushed his arm. He
had regained his own sphere once
more after that country ramble, which
should have been too trivial to leave
even a surface impression on his mind.

It 1s 10 such moments of extreme re-
nction from the unforeseen that men of
impulsive temperament cast anchor in
the home haven and become sedate
husbands.

Mrs. Griftfith, as the wife of a mili-
tary man of high rank, was the power
behind the throne in the places where
the general was stationed. The tact
and amiability of her personal in-
fluence were perceptible at Gibraltar,
Cyprus, and in India alike. She was

ever the Donna Pia of the minia-
ture court of Urbino, organizing
the festivities, adjusting all petty

differences, giving vest and pigquaney
to gaiety. Her acquaintances ranged
over more than half of the civilized
world.

Removed to a new station, the lady
invariably adapted her tea room to
the requirements of a large cirele, as
an Arab adjusts his tent.  Hence, in
the palace of the Knights Templar at
Malta, the low chember opening on a
court had o design of bamboo across
the ceiling; the walls ware wain-
scoted with panelsof cedar, palin and
red pine; and the floor covered with
delicate matting, Vases filled with

chrysanthemums; old sereens of six
pnnels, guaintly peinted and heavily
gllded; and divans covered with drap-
eries wadded with silk, imparted,
with the fragrant woods used in deco-
wation, a pervading hue of rich brown

Q|

‘YPILIS 18 MY FRIEND MISS SYMTHE. '

to the room. In one corner woas a
rurlous household shrine dedieated to
Buddbn, with a brass lamp suspended
before it, snd a shelf, with o circular
mirror and tiny trays for offerings of
flowers, rice, and incense.

On the present ovcasion, Miss Syvmthe
had insisted on kindling a stiek of in-
eense in 4 tny brazier before the god,
with s misghievous glance at an elder-
Iy ¢i! ‘gyman with a wenk chest

FINALTA:

what scheme his cousin might be ma-
turing in her brain, on his own be-
half, with a sentiment of awnlkening
curiosity, as his glance followed the
movements of the stout and handsome
matron with the smooth black hair,
clenr ecomplexion, and tranqguil gray
eyes. Mra Griffith was an  inveterate
matchmaker. No doubt she had a
bride ready for him. Who, then?
Miss Ethel Symthe, of course. Did he
not know feminine tacties?

The young man was expansive in re-
sponsive greetings to the Ancient
Mauriner, otheriwise Capt. John Filling-
ham, on the retired list, whose remi-
niscinces extended over forty years of
active service, chiefly in wooden ships;
wars; the suppression of the African
slave trade; or eruising off the Mos-
quito const. He had shared the fresh
impressions of life of midshipmen with
Arthur Curzon's father, the admiral of
many engagements,

A kindly old gentleman, warming
rheumatic limbs in the winter sun-
shine of the Mediterranean shore, and
with a countenance like the battered
figure-head of a ship, the Ancient Mari-
ner scanned the new-comer through his
gold-rimmed spectacles, and remuorked
to Miss Symthe, sotto wvoce: *“'A fine
lad, and he will prove an exceedingly
clever man, if 1 am not much 1mis-
taken. A chip of the old block, as
well  They are calied the mad Cur-
zous, vou know. His father, Admiral
Jacelk, fell in love with such a pretty
girl, but withont a penny. She was a
nursery governess, or something of
that sort He saw her crossinga thor-

oughfare mnear his club on o foggy
morning. She had neatly turned
ankles. Dear me! it seems but yester-

doy! I was best man nt the wedding.
We were middies together.”

“FFancy!” murmured Miss Symthe, |
and a slight glow of animation warmed
her cheek.

“These young fellowsare pampered |
nowadays," continued Capt. Filling-
ham. *“In my time, we had to put up
with salt horse and weevily biseuit,

without too much complaint. The
uncje, Archibald, if 1 am pot in
error !

‘“John, dear, have another slice of
bread and butter,” interposed Mrs
Fillingham, a Dbrisk matron, still
proud of herdumpling form as revealed
to advantage in a Paris robe.

HE RECOVERED IT HASTILY.

The Ancient Mariner frowned, with
anexpression of affronted dignity. lle
was fond of unraveling the thread of
reminiscences of dates, places, and
people, when he found a congenial
listener.

Mrs Griflith gave the Lieutenant a
gilded bonbonniere, with the admoni-
tion: “Ethel is wery fond of choco-
late."

The officer started from his reveries,
aml presented the box to the voung
lady. As he did sp, the heavy medal |
fell from his pocket and rolled on
the floor. He recovered it hastily,

“What treasure have vou there?" in-
quirad Miss Symthe, who possessed an
unusunlly sharp pair of blue eyves.

“A Greco-Phenician medallion,” was
the careless rejoinder.

“Where did you find it?" questioned
Capt.  Pillingham, with interest
nroused.

1 bLought it,"" said Lieut. Curzon,
and puused abruptly.

“Dear me! You got it of a native, I
suppose?’ pursued the old gentleman. |

“No. Mr Jacob Dealtry sold it to
me over yonder."

Capt. Blake laughed im a cynical
fashion. “Has Jacob Dealtry any
pretty daughters?” he insinuated.

“No," snid Arthur Curzon, with su- |
perfluous curtness.

“Surely he has a granddaughter,”
insisted Capt. Blake, playfutly.

The hot blood mounted to the brow
of the sailor. *“low did you know?"
he demanded haughtily.

Capt. Dlake slightly elevated his
evebrows, drained his tescup and re-
placed it on the tray.

“Jacob Dealtry,” repeated the An-
c¢ient Mariner, in a musing tone,
**Where have 1 heard that nome?
There was a Capl. Frederick Dealtry
on the west const when 1 was first
lieutenont on the Coguette. I fancy
the commander was u Dealtry, who
got himself into a mess about the
stranding of the Wasp ut Salamis
Don't you remember—"

0 “John, dear, some more tea will do
vou good," said Mra Pillingham, who

spolke with a hasty and an authorita-
tive lisp,
NMThe Anecient Muariner glanced

definantly at his helpmate, while
consenting to W judicious
replenishment of his ecup, and fixed

h]..iem. Curzon w'sk bis glittering aye.

"Ah! Now fhave it!" he pursued, ignoe
ing feminine Interruption. ‘“Jaecok
Denltry was the name of the merchant,
or trader, at Jamaica, who disappeared
80 mysteriously after learning of the
marringe of his only son in Spain. I
was in the West Indian waters at the
time, in command of the Vulturee Wae
gove a ball to the Iadies in the harbor
of Kingston on the very night Nex\
day the whole nffair was town talle
It was most extraordinary, you know.
The trader was supposed to be well off,
and he had disappeared without leav-
inga trace. Ensign White told me
afterward about the son's return the
following year with his Spanish wife,
and his search for the missing parent.
He hinted at foul play and robbery.
There was something wrong. Stopa
bit, though! Was the name Dealtry or
Brown?"'

Capt. Blake laughed again his mirth
less, jarring, little laugh,

CHAFPTER 1V,

ET. PAUL'S BATY.
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invited her friends
to a pienie at St
Paul's bay on the
ensuing day.

The weather was
fine, and the spirits
of the parly in
harmony with the exhilarating tones
of their surroundings. On one side
the island, barren and

arid, eaught |

the pervading radiance of golden sun- |

shine, and the shadow of passing
clouds in orange and purple tints on
ridge and hollow, vivid, yet delicata
and evanescent. On the other the
limpid waves of the bay rippled gently

on the strand, and the blue sea spread |

beyond rock and iulet to the limit ot
a transparent and Ilnminous horizon.
Evervwhere was the permeating
effcigence of a southern light and
color, dazzling to the eye and steep-
ing the senses in a soft languor of in.
dolence. The warmsea breeze mingled
with the perfume of flowers in
adjacent gardens. COeeasionally a bird
winged its flight across the zenith.
Little eraft steered into the bay as
the sform-beaten vessel of the apostle
is reputed, by tradition, to have once
sought refuge here.

The clergyman with a weak chest

listened to the ruminating conjectures |

of the Apcient Mariner as to the much-
disputed voyage of St. Paul and
whether tlie island visited had been
Melida, Melita, or Malta, while the
ladies manifested a balf-fearful inter-
est in the viper, and the possibility of
descendants of the reptile lingering on
the spot. Mrs. Grifiith, handsome and
suave, in her maize-colored draperies,
appealed to hernautical cousin, Arthur

Curzon, as to whether or not the wind |

| Euroclydon was the northeast current
| which wafted hither the apostle of the

gentiles
**Very possioly," assented the young
man, with indifference; for Miss

Symthe was in the set of transferrving
a rosebud from her belt to his button-
hole at the moment.

“Tradition is s bore, don't you
think?" added Captain lake, as the
young lady bestowed a similar gift on
him.

“*Not at all," she rejoined, in a tone
of reproof. *“All about St. Paul's bay
is most interesting.”

Here the clergyman opened a Testa-
ment, which he earried in lieu of a
guide-boolk, und read aloud several
passages in the Acts, Capt. Filling-
ham became inspired with a kindling
enthusinsm of conviction.

“I believe we ave standing on the
very spot where 8t. I'nul landed,” he

of leaving the Instrument

| 2 years old,

retire,

A WOMAN OF NERVE.

SHE FOILED A GANG OF TRAIN
ROBBERS.

Mrs. Mattle Relchard of Atkin, Minn.,

Tells How She "Chilled” the Outlawas
Who

Traln,

Intended to Rob an Expreas

ATURDAY MOR-
ning, March 0 last,
the story of a
brave woman was
told In the news-
papers under the
caption “Folled by
a Woman.” A
woman in courage
truly, but hardly
more than n girl
in wyears, for Mrs.

Relchard, who
overheard the would-be traln wreckers
plotting thelr destructive scheme and
telegraphed the warning which saved
the train, Is only 21 vears old. At the
request of a Chicago paper Mrs, Relch-
ard tells how the incident happened
In the following words:

It isn't much of a story, but this is
how It all took place, Friday evening,

Mnrch 18, I sat up later than usual
writing, having cut the telegraph In-
strument out of the office, as the noise
disturbed me. I had been in the habit
“cut Intp” the
office for company during the night, aa
I stald in the depot alone with my babe,
I think that my having cut
the instrument out wans what catised
the men to talk as they did, for had
they heard the Instrument they would
have gone away.

About 10 o'clock I hegan to prepare to
and while I was disrobing 1
heard footsteps coming from the direc-
tion of the water-tank. I thought It
was the sectlon men returning from the
store, about one-half mile away, but

as they stopped just outside my bhed-

THE ORIGINAL "TRILBY.®

Du Maurler Gots His Idea from Mmes
Ann Riviere Blshop.

Bpeculation as to the original from
which Du Maurler drew hla Trilby
O'Ferrall and 8vengall have been rife
gince the publication of the most popu-
lar bonk that has appeared for many
Years, All sorts of exemplars have
been quoted, but none of them bore a
sufliclent resemblance to the herolna
of the novel to be worth conslderation.
The musical history of the time In
which Trilby's extraordinary history
is dated has been ransacked for the
name of singers whoge careers, In any
way, touched upon the meteoric flight
of that extraordinary girl through the
upper reglong of the musical world,
Trilby was indeed a shootlng star, com-
Ing, no one knew whence, shining with
rara effulgence for a short time and
suddenly loging her brilllanes and fad-
Ing into nothing, Bhe came from noth-
ing and to nothing she returned.
The Hves of the other great prima
donne of the perlod offer no parallel to
this extraordinary story, sayvs the Chi-
cago Weekly. The greatest singer of
that day, Glulla Gri=l, began life as a
chorus girl, showed remarknble talent
and an exceptlonnlly
studled hard under good masters, was
gradually promoted on her merits, was
for many years the relgning prima
donna of Europe, declined in populars
ity with the advance of age and dled
in retirement peacefully and quletly.
Trilby, on the contrary, leaped to
celebrity at a bound, blazed forth as a
star of the first magnitude and was
suddenly extinguished when the mag-
netic force that controlled her arbit
falled to act. So it was with the other
great vocallsts, Thelr lives have been
written, even to the minutest destatl,
Thelr history I8 the common property
of the world; there I8 no mystery about
it, One slnger, however, whosa fame
wis world wide, but wha now s well
nigh forgotten, offers in her career a

striking resemblance to that of Trilby.

ANN RIVIERE BISHOP.

room door I knew It was not they. 1

| was In bed by this time, but when they

stopped I thought I had better see what
they meant by stopping there, so I crept
quietly to the door and jfust as I reached
it I heard Volee No. 1 say:

*Do you think it will work?"

*Sure, No train can get over a plle
of fles we put on the track.”

Valee No, #—Shall we put 'em on the
bridge or east of the bridge?

No. 2—East of the bridge, for we don't
want the express car to go into the

| river,

affirmed, with a sweeping gesture of |

his right arim, which included sea and
shore. *“The violent wind had beaten
the little chaloup about until the sail-
ors were in despair, and all the eargo
had been thrown overboard to lighten
the vessel. Only the prisoner Paul,
who must live to see Rome, was sus-
tained by unwavering ecsurage, and

strove to reanimate the failing spirits |

of his compunions. A man among
men, in storm and darikness!"
“*Paul was upheld by faith,” inter-

polated the clergymuan.

*'On the fourteenth night after quit
ting Crete, "aul counseled all of his
companions to eat bread, and
strengthen themselves, and in the
morning they siglited land,
when the ship was driven
into this bay by the tempest
with suech fury that the prow was
buried in the sand, the waves washed

over the poop, und the whole craft |

was broken up, Am I right?"
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Jewelry In n Grave

“The largest amount of Jewelry
known to be in a single grave was

buried in Greenwood cemetery several |
The undertaker who had |

years ago,
charge of the funeral protested aguinst
it, but was severely srubbed for his
interference. Whe family had its way,
and in that grave is buried fully 5,000
worth of dinmonds, with which the
body was decked when prepared for
burinl. Sometimes fumilivs who desire
to bury their dead in the clothing
worn in life—in evening or wedding
dresses, for instance—substitute less
costly imitations for the jewelry worn
in life, partly from motives of thrift
and partly from a superstitions fear
that anything talien off & body when
itis rendy for the tomb will being ili
luck to future wearers

No. 1—Well, we will go into the depot
and stay untll the frelghts are gone,
then fix the ties.

Just as soon as I heard the lnst re-
mark I knew If I did not tell the train
dispatecher at once I would have no
chance, So, without walting to dress,
I hurriedly took my revolver, a 32 call-
bre, and went into the office, “cut in,”
and began to call the dispatcher at Du-
luth and started to tell him there were

MRS, REICHARD,

some men golng to wreck No. 18, But
s soon as the plotters heard the Instru-
ment they rushed to the office door, and
grasped the doorknob, trying to get in.
I Instantly plcked up my revolyver and
fired four shots through the dooyr, and
had the satisfactlon of henring them
run away.

1 was 80 badly frightened It was some
time before 1 could tell the dispatcher.
As soon as 1 made him understund he
told me to go for the seetlon men, which
1did. We have not séeen nor heard any-
thing more of them.

My nerves are budly shaken from the
fright, but nothing more serious re-
aulted from the plot. The division
superintendent sent out the sectlon-moen

In fact, as far as her professional life 1s
concerned, Ann  Riviere, afterward
Lady Henry Bishop then Mme. Anna
Bishop and at last Mrs. Meyer Schultz,
stands out In bold rellet as the only
artist from whose lfe It was posgibla
to Incarnate the eccentric but dellght-
ful heroine of Du Maurier's wonderful
remance, Of course, the story previous
to her public appearance as a singer ia
purely Imaginary and the product of
the brain of Du Maurler. Ann Rliviere
never was an artist's model, naver wora
4 soldier's coat, néver knocked about
the streets of Paris as o walf and stray,
but was born and bred a lady and
maintained through life the respect and
love of all who Knew her. Her father,
a musician of talent, was of good de-
gcent, belng a sclon of the anclent and
noble French family De Creecy, who

had emilgrated to England durlng the |

relgn of tervor In the first French revo-
lution. She was well brought up and
well taught, and at an early age was
married to & man very much her sen-

lor, the celebrated Bilr Henry Howley |

Bishop, the well known composer,
whoge name 18 made famillar by his
famous glee, "The Chough und Crow,"
the popular songs, “2hould He

Jane,"” and the adaptation from an old
Itallan alr to “Home, Sweet, Home,"
which in the after career
held the same position as a standing
musical dish that English's ballad, “Oh,
Don't You Remember, Sweet  Alice,
Ben Bolt?" held in the voeul repertory
of Trilby O'Ferrall. The married life of
Bir Henry and Lady Bishop was trou-
bled always by the ambltlon of her
ladyship, who Insisted upon belng a
prima donna, while her husband, a
musician of vast experlence, always de-
clared that, although she had a volee,
ghe had nelther talent nor aptitude for
that position.

Decorative Art in Bosloo.

The new publie library bullding of
Boston, upon which a4 very generous
outlany has been made, fllustrates the
possibility of a general revival in these
mittters of Amerlean elvie art and
architecture. Not only {8 the bullding
itself most worthily and intelligently
designed to meet the objects In view,
but its architecture wins approval from
urt corities, while it 15 also setting a
good example for our civie adminlstra-
tors by employing the best Amerlcan
talent to decorate Its Interior with ar-
tistic mural designs, The clty of Parls
his lent great encourngement to o
noble form of art by engaging great

| French artintg to paint decorative de-

to patrol the track untll after No. 18 |

had passed,
MATTIE REICHARD,
Atkinson, Minn,

slgns for the interior walls and cellings
of & pumber of public bulldings, even
including the publie schools, Boston has
now entersup upon o polley in this re-
gard which It many well continus te
pursuse.

beautiful voles, |

Upe- |
brald?" *Aaid Marion” and "My Pretty |

of his wife |

' SAVED FROM NICOTINE,

Littls Charley Fogloman Used Tobacos

|

| Blnca Babyhood, and Hils Father

‘ Emoked mnd Chewed for the Fast
Twenty Years—Both BSet Free o

Asheville, N. O.

“Is that true?" askad the News man
at Pelham's Pharmacy, as he lald down
a letter in the presence of a dozen in-
terested customers.
|  "Yes, It {s. It was written here on
| one of our letter heads and signed by
| J. €. Fogleman," promptly answered

the propristor.

[ “You know him, don't you?"
"Certainly. He llves at No. 6§ Buxton
street. We nll know Fogleman is &
man of his word.”
| am glad to hear it. There are

50 many misleading statements pub-
| lished nowadays that when this came

In this morning's mall I came right
over to ask you about It. I read the
letter three times, but you read it and
you will agree with me that it is almost
too good to be true.” This |s what the
lettar zald:

“OfMce of Pelham's Pharmacy, 24
Patton avenue, Asheville, N. C., Sept.
12, 180 Gentlemen—My little boy,
now 8§ years, began chewing tobacco
| wheén 3 yeara old by the advice of our
| family physiclan in the place of
| Btronger stimulants, Four or flve

weeks ago I began giving him No-To-
| Bao, which T bought at Pelham's Phar-

macy, and to my great surprise, and,
it g needless to say, my delight, No-
To-Bac completely cured him. He does
not seem to care for tobacco and is
very much Improved in health, eats
| heartily, and has a much better color.

“Finding such remarkable results
from the use of No-To¢-Bac I began
myself and it cured me, after using
tobacco in all its varlous forms for a
period of twenty years.

“I take pleasure in making this plain
etatement of facts for the benefit of
others., (Signed) J. C. FOGLEMAN."

“Yes, I know It's a fact, and (t's one
of the strongest, truthful testimonlals
I ever read—and it's true, for I sold
him the No-To-Bae."

“What's that?"' asked Chief of Police
Hawkina, whose manly form, attired
In the new police uniform, like Solo-
| mon in all his glory, came to the door.

“Why, No-To-Bac cures!"

“Cures? Why, I should say so. I
have used it myself. It cured me."”

“IWould you object to making a
statement of the fact for publication?"

“Certainly not,' and the Chief wrote
as follows:
| “Asheville, N, C,, Sept. 25, 1804, Pel-

bam Pharmacy—I bought one box of
No-To-Bac from you some time since,
After uslng No-To-Bac I found I had
lost the desire for tobacco. I was
cured,

“I have used tobacco—chlefly chew-
ing—for eight (8) or ten (10) years.

“H. 8. HAWKINS."

Everyhody looked astonished and
wondered what would next tarn up.

“Suppose it don't cure?’ some one
asked., “Then they do the right thing
when No-To-Bac won't cure,” *“What's
| that?" asked the News man. "Every

drugglest in America is authorized to
| gell No-To-Bac under an ahasolute guar-
antee to cure or money refunded. No-
To-Bae {8 mada by the Sterling Rem-
edy Co., general offices in  Chlcago,
Montreal, and New York, and thelr
laboratory Is at Indiana Dineral
Springs, Indlana, a big health resort
they own; its the place where they
glve Mud Baths for rheumatism and
gkin diseases, You ought to know the
president, Mr. A. L. Thomas, of Lord
& Thomas, of Chicago." ‘“Yen, of
course I do. We get business from
them right along, and they arn as good
as gold. Well, give me thelr advertls-
ing books and I will make a statement
{n the paper about what you have te"?
me, for I know there are thousandg _{
good North Carolina people who are
tobacco spitting and smoking thelr
lives away, and No-To-Bac is an easy
guaranteed cure, and they ought to
know it.”

Bookkeeplng In » Law School.
The faculty have decided to estab-
| 1ish a course of bookkeeping Iin the
Yale law school, and have engaged an
expert accountant as instructor. This
{s an entirely new feature in law
{nstruction.

An Orator Edltor,

Among the retiring members of Con-
gress perhaps one of the most remarkable
is Mr. W. J. Bryan of Nebraska. During
| the four years of his career he has proved

himself & natural leader of men. In the
| fight for a lower tariff, and particularly
for tree silver coinage, his eloquence com-

| HON, W. J. BRYAN,

Editor World-Herald,
manded the closest attention of the gener-
ally boisterous House of Representatives
and won applause from milllons of peopls
in all parts of the country.

He declined to run for re-election as
Congressman, but over 80,000 voters of Ne-
braska declared their preference for him
as United Btates senator in the election of
1504. As the leglslature was, however,
overwhelmingly republican, the bLig vote
was anly an empty honor.

Hea does not, however, entiraly retire
from public life in leaving office, as he has
become editor-in-chief of the Omaha World-
Herald, which is one of the largest and
wost progressive of western newspapers,

OCEAN ODDITIES.

The gulf stream is 110 miles wida
and from 400 to 600 fathoms deep.

Dr, Young estimates the mean depth
of the Atlantic at about 16,000 feet.

The first author to attempt an ex-
planation of ocean currents was Kep-
ler,

The sean cucumber is nothing but
a thin skin and o yvery capaclous stom-
ach,

gSea water Is sald to contain all the
goluble substances that exist on the
certh,




